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They drew their chairs to the fire, the rest of the
company formed a circle round them, and listened
meekly to the dialogue until luncheon. What an
appalling picture ! One sympathises with Carlyle
on the occasion when he was asked to dinner to
meet a great talker, who poured forth a continuous
flow of jest and anecdote until the meal was far
advanced. Then came a lull; Carlyle laid down
his knife and fork, and looking round with the
famous " crucified" expression on his face, said
in a voice of agonised entreaty, '< For God's sake
take me away, and put me in a room by myself,
and give me a pipe of tobacco!" He felt, as I
have felt on such occasions, an imperative need
of silence and recollection and repose. Indeed,
as he said on another occasion, of one of Cole-
ridge's harangues, " to sit still and be pumped
into is never an exhilarating process."
That species of talker is, however, practically
extinct; though indeed I have met men whose
idea of talk was a string of anecdotes, and who
' employed the reluctant intervals of silence imposed
upon them by the desperate attempt of fellow-
guests to join in the fun, in arranging the points
of their next anecdote.
What seems to  me  so odd about a talker of